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is never free from the overpowering fooling that he is on a tiny
isolated island in the midst of millions and millions of people,
all uncomprehended and incomprehensible, that: are being born
and are dying all around under the dominion of caste, of tradition
and of poverty. There is something terribly far away—out of
reach. The people are seen through strangely focusaed glasses,
unreal and blurred. When from time to time the traveller thinks
that his vision is clearing the forms around him change again
and fade, Farther east in China this is not so. The Chinese are
definite, clear, comprehensible and in reality little removed from
the Westerner in original thought and mentality* But the
Indian is different, lie seems always spiritually striving for
something he can never attain, lie appears to be craving sym-
pathy which, when it is offered, he as often as not rejects. I
suppose there are people who can visit India and come away
happy. On me it leaves always an impression of inexpressible
sadness.
The travellers who visit Manipur are few and far between,
The peaceful existence of the State invites little public attention,
To the Englishman in India, Manipur does little more than recall
the tradition that polo is said to have originated there and that
the duck shooting is of the best.   A small British community,,
officials and officers and their wives—in all about fifteen in
number—pass a pleasant if unexciting existence in surroundings
of charm and beauty.    It is in fact one of the plcasantest of
India's backwaters, for the valley lies about £,500 feet above
the sea level, the climate is good and the attractions manifest*
The mountains which surround the wide open valley reach an
altitude of ten to twelve thousand feet, and are densely forested.
Amongst many other varieties of trees and shrubs the oak and
chestnut and conifers flourish while rhododendrons and azaleas
grow and flower profusely.   The jungle too h rich in orchids.
The soil of the valley is probably one of the most fertile in the
world, consisting of silt brought down from the densely forested
hills over an unknown period of time.   The story of its formation
is clear.   At some early period the great deep valley was blocked
at its southern end, where the united streams found their outlet
and ever since the soil has been accumulating—millions of tons
of rich alluvial earth, until the valley was gradually filled and
nothing but the summits of the foothills remain uncovered
between the two ranges of mountains, outcrops of rock in a wide
plain that is sixty miles in length and thirty miles across.   This

